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once to go without dinner when they got in at
night, though as a rule they had half-rations.
We had managed to get a supply of rice
from one of the Naga villages situated near
the road.

The Nagas were for the most part friendly
disposed towards us, but here and there they
gathered together near their villages, which
they had deserted for the meanwhile, and
had a stray shot at us as we passed along.
We never burned these villages, thinking
they might be useful to the troops when
they should return.

I walked most of the way, except the first
march after meeting Captain Cowley. He
had a pony which he lent me, but the hills
were very steep at the best of times for
riding, and on this occasion I had to balance
myself as best I could on a man's saddle,
with the off stirrup crossed over the pony's
neck to make some sort of pommel. Riding
thus downhill was an impossibility, and I
never made the attempt.